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Mary Gray simply couldn’t believe how stupid, silly and love-blind she had been as she finished carrying her massive black suitcase into the living room she had loved for more years than she cared to admit.

She was going to miss the wide floor-to-ceiling windows with elegant blue blinds that allowed her to watch, smile and wave at her neighbours in Hell’s Place. She really liked those windows in the beautiful summer months when the bright sunlight would paint the entire living room in a stunning array of yellow light.

The sunlight always helped to make her feel happy no matter how dire the situation was. 

Mary went over to the mantelpiece and ran a hand over its clean smooth, warm marble surface. She so wasn’t going to miss that damn thing, she had hated cleaning it every day no matter how sterile it was and at least she wouldn’t have to clean the damn golden statues of naked men and women anymore.

The silly statues gave her the creeps and she always felt like the horrible little things were watching her constantly so her idiot husband didn’t have to.

At least she would be free after today.

Mary just shook her head and folded her arms as she went over to the ugly bright white three-piece sofa. Her husband had brought it a year before he had forced her to marry him, and she really hated it.

Maybe if she had seen the sofa in a shop window, a catalogue or online she might have liked it. But now she simply hated the damn sofa. It was where he had kissed her, where he had first had sex with her and it was wear he had first tried to force her to his will.

And she admitted defeat soon after.

Mary just couldn’t believe how silly she had been over the years because she had allowed him to imprison her in his awful small terrace house in Hell’s Place. She had always thought she was meeting the man of her dreams, someone who was charming, sweet and cute.

He was none of those things.

In fact, Mary had no idea who her husband actually was besides from a monster who got pleasure from having her as his slave. She wasn’t allowed to work, socialise or have any contact with the outside. To some extent at least.

Mary had cleaned the house every day, made sure the house was perfect and she had cooked the Monster’s meal every single day like clockwork. She really didn’t want to find out what would happen to her if she failed any of her god given duties as he called them.

Mary shivered as the subtle hints of grapes, oranges and cranberries filled the living room from yesterday’s cleaning. She hated that awful bleach that the Monster forced her to buy, she didn’t like the taste of orange tart that formed on her tongue every bloody time she used it.

But the Monster simply didn’t care.

At least the private detective would be here soon to pick her up, take her to safety and then she could fly away towards a new life.

Mary laughed as she felt her stomach fill with butterflies at the very idea of seeing that hot, sexy private detective again. Harry Lee was a fit, stunning man with a lean body and longish black hair that Mary seriously wanted to play with.

She was impressed with how kind, helpful and caring he was. And this wasn’t an act like the Monster had done time and time again, Harry actually cared about her and wanted her to be okay. So Mary had hired him to follow the Monster, and Harry had managed to get photos and an entire sex tape of the Monster having an affair.

It was brilliant and even after Mary had paid him (using the profit she made off the shopping each week by only buying Value products instead of the expensive kind the Monster liked), Harry had still wanted to help her escape.

No one had ever done something like that for her before. He was amazing, so she just wanted to escape this prison and start a new life.

She still wanted to make the Monster hurt first.

So Mary went into their stupidly modern copper kitchen, picked up an entire bottle of acid that she kept for cleaning extra hard stains out of the Monster’s clothes, and she went over to his sofa.

She sprinkled the acid at first but then she poured it all over the sofa making sure not to spill any of it on her at all. She grinned and felt brilliant as she was finally rebelling and she was finally freeing herself of his control.

Mary threw the bottle on the ground so it was on its side, and she grinned even more. That would annoy him a lot more than the sofa damage, because how dare she be messy.

Afterwards Mary went back into the kitchen and grabbed the grey food waste bin. She was meant to empty it today but she was going to do it how the Monster would want her too.

Mary gagged as the smell of rotting chicken, slimy mould and rotting vegetables filled her nose. Then she went back into the living room and she poured the rotting food over all the carpet.

She shivered in pleasure as she saw all the red and black and brown liquids in the bag soak into the carpet. There would certainly be stains and Mary was almost sad she wasn’t going to see the Monster’s face.

Mary was about to carefully use her own shoes to press the rotting food into the carpet even more, when she realised she needed to use the Monster’s shoes instead. So she grabbed a pair of his favourite black business shoes and used them as a spoon to make the carpet even worse.

She gagged three times before the awful carpet was disgusting enough for her revenge.

The private detective still wasn’t here.

Mary washed her hands, making sure the plug was in and the escape holes were sealed up with some sealant she had been using yesterday. Then she left the taps on with an entire bottle of washing-up liquid in the water so the entire kitchen would be covered in bubbles and water soon enough.

Then she went back into the living room and realised there was one final thing she wanted to do before she flew away forever.

She went straight upstairs into their large master bedroom. The massive Queen-sized bed with ugly blue silk sheets was freshly made so Mary unmade the bed and she opened her makeup box sitting on her bedside table.

Mary scooped, poured and sprinkled every single piece of makeup she had onto the bed. Then she grabbed one of the Monster’s best shirts and used it to spread the makeup around the bedding even more.

He was going to be furious.

The loud honk of a car horn made Mary grin like a little schoolgirl as she raced downstairs, grabbed her suitcase and she went out to meet the handsome private detective. 

Mary kept grinning as Harry gently took her suitcase and placed it in the boot of his car like it was a precious baby that he couldn’t damage. Then
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